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and when I looked down upon the dear old village nestling round
the Church in the hollow at the dingle mouth and saw the fringes
of the beautiful woods and the hanging orchards and the green
slopes of Penllan and the white farms and cottages dotted over the
hills a thousand sweet and sad memories came over me and all my
heart rose up within me and went out in love towards the beloved
place and people among whom I lived so long and so happily.
I saw a number of the old people. Hannah Whitney was going to
the well as of old in her rusty black bonnet tilted on to the top of her
head. Mrs. Richard Williams was in the churchyard. She had come
down from Paradise to trim Mr. Henry Venables' grave. Poor
Lizzie Powell, a wreck and shadow of the fine blooming girl she
was when I saw her last, was crouching up in the sunny window
opposite the Vicarage, pale, wasted, shrunken, hollow-eyed and
hollow-cheeked, dying of consumption, .but with the sanguine and
buoyant spirit of that mysterious and fatally deceptive disease,
hoping still against hope even with the hand of death upon her. She
seemed pleased to see me. She was amusing herself by watching
the men at work at the Vicarage building the new garden wall and
her brother Charlie among them.
I went to the school to see Evans and his wife and the children.
*We will never forget you/ said one of them. *I wish/ said Mr.
Higgins of Clyro Court Farm to me, *I wish to goodness you were
going to stay amongst us. We all love you, We do indeed/
Thursday, 26 March
I slept at Whitney Rectory last night and came to Hay this
morning with Henry Dew by the ten o'clock train.
I walked over to Llanthomas to luncheon with Captain John
Thomas. Howarth Greenly was there at luncheon and they played
•quoits after lunch while I talked to the gardens with Charlotte and
Fanny. I went back to Whitney Rectory to sleep as Mr. Venables
is staying at the Castle. My poor, poor Daisy. When we parted
the tears came into her eyes. She turned her face away. I saw the
anguish of her soul. What could I do?
Friday, 27 March
After breakfast I walked with Jane and Helen Dew for a charming
walk. We loitered through some lovely woods and dingles starred
thick with primroses, and across a rushing brook upon the stepping

